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PREFACE, 



My object in making a version of these plays has been 
to present them to the public in such a shape that 
may prove interesting even to those who are not con- 
versant with the originals. — The principle on which 
I set out was one laid down by a great authority, that 
the aim of a translator should be the full and entire 
sense, and not a servile adherence to forms or expres- 
sions. After all the attention I have consciensciously 
bestowed on this subject, I may perchance hear that I 
have not sufficiently preserved the sharpness of outline 
in this old master ; that much of the richness of his 
colouring is lost; that I have not traced him line for 
line ; and if in our language could be found words that 
are exact synonymes to his, and a correspondent idio- 
matic phraseology, then indeed, not to be literal, would 
be little less than sacrilege. It would be equally de- 
sirable that the beautiful compound words, with which 
this writer abounds beyond all others, should be invari- 
ably represented in the copy; but what would have been 

* Nam adeo verba non euro exprimere, ut ne sensum ubique reddam, 
quam licentiam in poetis reddendis usui'pare mihi conveniens videtur. . . . Nam 
dum ita anxie se allegant, ut interpretatio Kara iroSa esse videatur, paulo 
duriusculos versus fecenint. £rasmus. 
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the effect of such an endeavour ; to produce a clumsy 
mosaic instead of painting,''^ to involve my meaning in 
twofold darkness^ to render my verses hard^ dry^ and 
inharmonious, and my work a sealed book to all but the 
initiated. 

I shall not enumerate the different editions I consulted 
in the progress of this undertaking. None are impli- 
citly to be trusted : I do not speak of the Prometheus, 
but of the Agamemnon and the rest ; nor shall I do 
more than allude to the correspondence that I have long 
held with a modem Greek and other learned foreigners 
on the doubtful passages. Besides which, I possessed 
the advantage of studying these Tragedies with f two 
of the most elegant, not to say the best scholars I 
have ever known. One thing I still lament, that the 
X Escurial MSS. had not been collated before I began 
my imperfect and unworthy labours. 

* There is a German translation of ^schylus, verse for text, by Voss, who 
is looked upon as infallible by Mr. Kennedy. [The German is an admirable 
language for mystification.] Potter's Choruses are any thing but iEschylean, 
his dialogue is undramatic, and he does not always give the right, seldom 
the entire meaning. It is much to be lamented that we have only got one 
play by Symonds. He was a scholar and a poet ; though occasionally fanciful 
and paraphrastic ; but had I been aware of his Agamemnon, when I began 
my translation, I should not have exposed myself to a dangerous comparison. 
There are very many passages in which we differ however; and another 
version of that inimitable tragedy may not be thought undesirable. 

t Shelley, and Prince Mavrocordato. 

X Mr. Fedor is now occupied in this undertaking, from which much may 
be expected. There have been discovered, in the Escurial, several MSS. of 
the Agamemnon, and I believe of some of the other plays, which it is hoped 
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PREFACE. V 

Always to point out where I have ventured on a new 
reading, and my reasons for so doing, would be the 
province of an editor rather than a translator. I must 
admit, however, that I have not hesitated in many in- 
stances to adopt the better sense rather than the better 
construction, as an excuse for which it must be remem- 
bered, that this author was obscure to the Athenians 
themselves;* hence we may well be allowed to claim 
for ourselves the latitude of more than one interpretation 
of him, as the Italians do of Dante, and the Persians of 
Hafiz, at the present day. 

It is a source of inexhaustible regret that, of seventy 
or ninety plays, only seven should have survived. In 
them will be found more sublime ideas and images, 
more real wisdom and eloquence, and, notwithstanding 
the nature of the subjects, more morality than all the 
imaginative productions of this age can boast. I am 
daily more and more convinced that the unexhausted 
mine of all that is really great in poetical conception 
must be sought for in the works of the Greek drama- 
tists.f So superior indeed is their lyrical poetry to that 

viiW clear up much of that obscurity that every subsequent 'Edition only 
serves to increase. These long mislaid MSS. came from the Arabs, and 
their history is a singular one. They are said to have been stolen from the 
Library at Constantinople) and taken in a virrecked pirate vessel. 

* See the Frogs of Aristophanes, virhere he ridicules the opening chorus 
of the Agamemnon, and the chorus quotes, what to us is untranslatable, 
from plays now lost. 

t It is evident that Milton drew much of his inspiration from the Pro- 
metheus, but for which play we should in all probability never have had the 
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of all other countries, that to render either its force or 
its beauty by any translation is hopeless. This, in com- 
mon with all who have made the trial, I experienced. 
The flashes too of the dialogue, the pathos, the simpli- 
city, the grandeur, the inversions of the style presented 
no ordinary di£Sculties, to crown which the text is de- 
plorably corrupt.* In the brief compass of a prefacef 
I shall not attempt to speak of this divine poet. One 
remark I cannot however help making, that his country- 
men were not unjust in assigning to him the palm 
above his two great rivals ; what Shakespeare is to us 
he was to the Athenians, and such merited devotion 
did they pay to his manes, that whoever undertook to 
write tragedies first sacrificed at the tomb of this great 
founder of the stage, jEschylus. 

Pai'adise Lost. Every page also of the Samson Agonistes reminds us on 
what it was modelled. 

* I have referred to the text of Blomfield, for the sole reason that it is 
now most in use. I cannot say, however, that I have followed it, or any 
text exclusively. As linguists, the Germans are more profound than our- 
selves, and as annotators have a decided advantage, in the force of their 
language. I am inclined to think, of English and Itatin, from late obser- 
vation, that even the former is the best medium for comments. 

t' It is my intention, when this work is completed, to prefix to it a disser- 
tation on the style and genius of ^schylus, as compared with those of 
Sophocles and Euripides. 
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ARGUMENT. 



The chained Prometheus is the representation of con- 
stancy under suffering, and that the never-ending suf- 
fering of a God. Though he is exiled to a naked rock 
on the shore of the encircling ocean^ this drama still 
embraces the world, the Olympus of the Gods, and the 
earth of mortals ; all scarcely yet reposing in a secure 
state above the dread abyss of the dark Titanian powers. 
This idea of a self-devoting divinity has been mysteri- 
ously inculcated in many religions, as a confused fore- 
boding of the true ; here, however, it appears in a most 
alarming contrast with the consolations of revelation. 
For Prometheus does not suffer in an understanding 
with the powers by whom the world is governed, but he 
atones for his disobedience, and that disobedience con- 
sists in nothing but the attempt to give perfection to the 
human race. He is thus an image of human nature 
itself, endowed with a miserable foresight, and bound 
down to a narrow existence, without an ally, and with 
nothing to oppose to the combined and inexorable powers 
of nature, but an unshaken will, and the consciousness of 
elevated claims. 

The poet has contrived in a masterly manner to in- 
troduce variety and progress into that which in itself 
was determinatfely fixed, and gives us a scale, for the 

I make no apology for taking this argument from Black's translation of 
Schlegel's admirable treatise on dramatic literature. 
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measurement of the matchless power of his Titans^ in 
the objects by which he has surrounded them. We 
have first the silence of Prometheus while he is chained 
down under the harsh inspection of Strength and Force, 
whose threats serve only to excite a useless compassion 
in Vulcan, who carries them into execution ; then his 
solitary complaints, the arrival of the tender Ocean- 
nymphs, whose kind and disheartening sympathy in- 
duces him to give vent to his feelings, to relate the 
causes of his fate, and to reveal the future, though with 
prudent reserve he reveals it only in part ; the visit of 
the ancient Oceanus, a kindred God of the race of the 
Titans, who, under the pretext of a zealous attachment to 
his cause, advises him to submission towards Jupiter, 
and who on that account is dismissed with contempt ; 
the introduction of the raving lo, the victim of the same 
tyranny from which Prometheus suffers, his prophecy of 
the wanderings to which she is still doomed, and the 
fate which at last awaits her, connected in some degree 
with his own, as from her blood he is to derive a deliverer 
after the lapse of many ages ; the appearance of Mercury 
as the messenger of the tyrant of the world, who with 
threats c6mmands him to disclose the secret by which 
Jupiter may remain on his throne secure from the malice 
of fate, and lastly the yawning of the ground before 
Prometheus has well declared his refusal, amidst thunder 
and lightning, storm, and earthquake, by which he him- 
self, and the rock to which he is chained, are swallowed 
up in the abyss of the nether world. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Prometheus. 
Strength. 
Force. 
Vulcan. 

OCEANUS. 

Mercury. 
lo. 

Chorus of ocean nymphs. 



PROMETHEUS BOUND. 



STRENGTH. FORCE. VULCAN. PROMETHEUS. 



STRENGTH. 



Behold us at the extreme verge of earth ! 
A Scythian waste of solitudes, untrod, 
And uninhabitable by man ; 'tis thine, 
Commissioned by the Father, to these rocks, 
Of summits inaccessible, with chains 
Indissolubly inter-linked, to bind 
This evil-doer, Vulcan ! — his transgression 
Fell most on thee, in that he stole, and gave 
Thy share, — fire's all-inventive ray, to mortals 
Fit punishment, and worthy of the Gods, 
Must expiate such offence ; that he may learn 
The all-mightiness of Jove, respect his rule. 
And cease from over-benefiting man. 



VULCAN. 



Stern powers ! by you the ordinance of Jove 
Has been thus far completed — and as yet 
There have been found no obstacles ; but I 
Feel not the force, had I the heart, to bind 
To this crag, tempest-buffeted, a God, 
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A fellow-Deity ; still not the less. 

Dire irresistible necessity 

Constrains me to the task, for hard it were 

To strive against the Omnipotent ... yet hear! 

Thou son of Themis, full of truth, thyself 

Of high resolve ! forgive me, that with these 

Irrefragable chains, against my will. 

And against thine, I am compelled to bind thee 

To this inclement promontory's side ; 

Where never sound of human voice, nor form 

Nor face of man shalt thou perceive, but where 

Unsheltered from the burning sun, its flame 

Shall change thy bloom of beauty ; and to thee. 

The starry veil of night shall only bring 

A longing after day, and day will come 

To make thee wish it done, when it shall melt 

The hoar-frost of the mom from thy numbed limbs. 

Making thee ever deem the present worst. 

In that thine agony ; nor is there bom. 

Who can or would relieve thee — ^this the fruit 

Of thy philanthropy — and thou, a God, 

To brave the anger of the Gods — for whom ? 

For man ! to break for him all laws divine. 

And lavish the immortal gifts of Gods 

On recreant mortality ; and now. 

What hast thou in exchange for all delights — 

This joyless, herbless rock, where to keep watch. 

Where never to close eye, or to bend knee, 

Shalt thou be fixed erect, and for all sounds 

Of divine harmony, send forth a voice 

Of never-ending wail, that ill becomes 

A son of Heaven ; hast thou found out at last 

The inexorable mind of Jove, and learnt 

All new in power are harsh ? 
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STRENGTH. 



Well ! Well ! and if 
It be so, as you say, what's that to you. 
That you waste time by empty talk, and pity ; 
Thou, of all Gods, oughtest to hate the most, 
This execrable God, who stole thy gift. 
And gave't to man. 



VULCAN. 



Your language well becomes you, 
You never felt the ties of blood, or knew 
The charms of social intercourse. 



STRENGTH, 



That I grant, 
Nathless, consider who your father is, 
And what he is, before you thwart his will. 
Does not the fear of Jove outweigh the love 
Of all your kindred ? 



VULCAN. 



Still I pity him ! 
But you were made for any tyrant's acts, 
Your heart is shut to all the soft affections. 



STRENGTH. 



Were my heart other than it is, 'twere vain 
To whine for him, and trust me, it is best 
You should not waste your time thus fruitlessly: 
Of what avail are words ? 



VULCAN. 

Alas ! that I 
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Should live to curse the works of my own hands^ 
To hate my art itself. 

STRENGTH. 

And why hate it ? 
Your art forsooth ! pray tell me how your art's 
To blame in this ? 

VULCAN. 

Would that my attribute 
Had fallen on other than myself ! 

STRENGTH. 

Admit 
You could exchange, what would that profit you ? 
Would you be free ? to be Lord of himself 
Is Jove's and only Jove's prerogative. 

VULCAN. 

I know it well, nor can gainsay your words. 

STRENGTH. 

Wind then these chains about him, that your father 
May find no cause to tax you with delay. 

VULCAN. 

There lie the ready manacles ! 

STRENGTH. 

Then take, 
And with your pincers strain them round his wrists: 
Use all your might, then nail him to the rock. 

VULCAN. 

I have advanced the work — and not in vain. 
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STREJfGTII. 

Strike hard, clinch closer, unrelax your gripe, 
His excellent skill in mischief could untwist 
Links seemingly inextricable. 

VULCAN. 

That, 
Which knits his arm, no power of his shall loosen. 

STRENGTH. 

Clutch this as fast, to prove that all his art, 
And wisdom yields to that of Jove. 

VULCAN. 

Save him, 
No one shall justly blame the work itself. 

STRENGTH. 

The jagged jaws of the adamantine belt 

Lock round his chest, and firmly close the teeth. 

VULCAN. 

Oime ! Oimc ! Prometheus ! how I groan, 
In thinking of the agonies you must bear. 

STRENGTH. 

What dally still, and throw away your groans 
Upon Jove's enemies ; save them, for you soon 
May want them for yourself. 

VULCAN. 

Behold 
A spectacle of horror every eye 
Must dread to look upon ! 
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STRENGTH. 

I see but him^ 
Meeting with his deserts : but come ... proceed : 
Why are the gyves not fitted to his hips ? 

VULCAN. 

It must be so for dire necessity, 

Alas ! constrains me, but it is not thine 
Too harshly to enforce the cruel order. 

STRENGTH. 

Not mine — too harshly — ^but I tell thee, Vulcan ! 
I'll raise my voice to yet a higher pitch. 
If ... . lower .... still lower .... now compress the rings. 
And gird them round his legs. 



The task itself is light. 



VULCAN. 

That too is done, 

STRENGTH. 



Rivet the fetters : 
The exacter of this work's a hard task-master. 
Difficult to please. 



Suit well together. 



VULCAN. 

Your features and your words 



STRENGTH. 



Keep your womanish nature : 
For me — I would not change my fearless heart. 
As proud and hard as you may wrongly deem it. 
For one so weak of purpose. 
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VULCAN. 



Let us now go, 
He's chained and bound in sinew, joint, and limb. 

STRENGTH. 

Here vent your curses, and the gifts of Gods 

Steal, if thou canst, and lavish them on man. 

Can mortals profit thee in aught, or soothe 

A portion of the pangs incurred for them ? 

Falsely the Gods have called thee provident. 

Need were of other providence than thine own 

To loose the chains that have been wound about thee. 

PROMETHEUS SOLUS. 

Best and divinest air ! ye swift-winged winds ! 

Ye river-springs ! and ocean-billows ! ye 

That countless in your multitudes laugh out 

With long loud peals — exulting ^to be free ! 

Earth, universal mother of all life ! 

And thou, O sun, whose eye pierces all nature. 

You I invoke ! look on me, what I suffer. 

From Gods, a God ! I call on you, behold 

What infinite agonies I have to bear 

Infinite ages ! witness what vile chains 

This new-raised king of the Gods has forged for me. 

Ai ! Ai ! the present, and the coming lot ! 

Eternity of agonies ! woe for ever! 

And must it last for ever, know no respite ? 

What do I say ? and was the future hid 

From my foreknowledge — did I not foresee 

All that should come upon me — let me then 

Bear, as becomes me best, the doom of fate, 

Bowing to the inexorable might 



14 PROMETHEUS BOUND. 

Of stern necessity. Wretch that I am ! 

Where shall I look for fortitude to bear 

In silence, or what solace can I seek 

In telling all I bear — why am I yoked 

With these inevitable ills — alas ! 

Was not my gift a blessing to mankind ? 

True ! I for them from heaven's own fountain stole 

A spark of fire — but did not fire give light, 

Teaching all arts to render less the sum 

Of human misery, and enable man 

The better to support the load of being ? 

This is the front of my offence .... and now. 

What is the sentence I am doomed to meet — 

Indissoluble chains, and to converse 

With ever-lasting groans, prisoned beneath 

This dungeon-vault of the air — 

Woe, Woe for ever ! 

PROMETHEUS. CHORUS. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Hist ! Hark ! what do I hear ? again ! 
What echoes steal along ! what means that sound — 
f Whence are those odours sweeter than all sound 
Of voice or instrument, filling every sense — 
Come they from earth or heaven ? 
And what art thou, or God, or man. 
Or creature of the elements composed 
Of some mixed essence — let me question, why 
Thou thus dost visit earth's extremest bound ? 

What wouldst thou here ? with me say ! art thou come 

To look upon my woes, perhaps to insult — 
Behold, whoever thou art, a sight of horror 
Eye never saw ; look, if thou darest, on me, 
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Hated by Jove, and no less hateful to 
The inhabitants of Heaven, on me, a Being 
Of an immortal nature, exiled from 
The abodes of immortality, and bound 
For having loved mankind with too much love. 
Bound, as you see — this was my only crime — 
Woe's me ! again what onward-rustling plumes 
Winnow the yielding air with the quick stroke 
Of alternating pinions ? near ! more near ! 
All that approaches now, I fear ! I fear ! 

CHORUS. 

Fear not ! fear not ! we come ! we come ! 

Sailing in our air-borne ship. 

To this eagle-height, from our Ocean-home, 

On a voyage of sweet companionship ; 

The winged winds the messengers of our way — 

Our father wished, and might have urged our stay — 

But when the loud and iron sound 

Of strokes on strokes, in quick rebound. 

Filled with its echoes dread our caves, 

In pity, then, without delay. 

We cast our maiden blushes far away. 

And with unsandaled feet sprung upward from our waves. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Woe ! Woe ! unutterable woe ! look on me. 
Ye sister-nymphs ! children of fruitful Thetis ! 
Look on me, daughters of Oceanus, 
Who rolls his ever-restless stream around 
The immeasurable earth : behold me ! see. 
In what a coil of endless misery wrapt, 
And riveted to this unfathomable crag, 
I keep unenviable watch. 
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CHORUS. 

Prometheus ! 
Well do I see thee, and a cloud of horror, 
With tears unshed heavily-laden, fills 
My eyes to overflowing, thus to see thee 
Wasting by slow degrees away, in iron 
Adamantean-proof ; what room for wonder ! 
New masters and new laws govern Olympus ; 
Laws sanctioned by the tyranny of Jove, 
And all that on<5e was venerable in heaven. 
Is no more held in honour. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Oh ! would that I were deep under the earth ! 
And in the interminable realms, that hold 
The innumerable dead ! impaled, and bound 
With heavier chains, if any can be worse. 
So that nor G«d, nor any one should exult 
At what I bear, or have to bear ; but now, 
I am the sport of all the winds of Heaven, 
The scorn and gaze of my enemies. 

CHORUS. 

Alas ! 
Which of the Deities is so hard of heart 
As to exult over these agonies ; 
Save Jove alone, who pities not thine ills ? 
But he, inflexible of purpose, he, 
Uncompassionate, prone to anger, rules 
The heavenly race with most despotic sway. 
Nor will he cease to tyrannize 
Till sated his obdurate soul. 
Or till shall come the hour, when some revolt. 
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Or covert guile may hurl him from his throne; 
But.how, or when, I cannot guess, so hard 
It were in thought to shake his firm-set power. 

PROMETHEUS. 

And yet the time will come, when, chained. 
And tortured as thou seest me here, this king 
Of heaven, with all his majesty, may seek 
New councils in the impending hour -j' 

Of danger to his throne, and power : ' 

Then let him try to flatter, and cajole me 
With honey-tongued persuasion's incantations. 
Or shake my fortitude with threats — alike 
Shall be to me his menaces, or his prayers ; 
For neither shall avail him, till he loose 
These cruel cruel bonds, and make amends. 
The amplest reparation for my wrongs. 

CHORUS. 

Thou art invincible in thy fortitude ! 

And nothing bowest under the stern yoke 

Of thy calamity, and thy very words 

Are free and daring as thy spirit, that spurns 

The bonds that chain its tenement ; but I shrink 

With horror, from the dread alone. 

That these thine agonies may have no end : 

Where shall thy shattered fortunes find a port : 

For inaccessible is the son of Saturn, 

And has a most inexorable heart. \ 

PROMETHEUS. 

Such as he is, and making his stern will 
Ever his law, I tell thee, this proud despot 
Shall be all soft compassion on the day 
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When this shall come to pass, as come it must. 
Shall set a curb upon his obstinate wrath, 
'And court my favour, nor shall I be loth 
To meet his wish, be reconciled with him. 



CHORUS. 



But come ! tell all your hapless story, say ! 

In what transgression taken, Jove has doomed you. 

Thus trampled, thus expelled, to suffer these 

Most ignominious and unseemly torments ; 

But do not tell it, if your words afflict you. 



PROMETHEUS. 



I Hard is the task for me to speak these things. 



V 



And painful is the effort to be silent. 
Nothing is left me now but misery ! 
Need I repeat, what anarchy arose 
Among the Gods, when each opposed to each. 
Stirred up revolt in heaven, aspiring some 
To hurl down Saturn from his ancient throne, 
That Jove might reign, and some as fiercely urging 
That he should never hold dominion there ! ) 
Then I consulting for the best, had hoped ' 
To move the Titans ; but those sons of earth 
And Uranus setting me at nought, and all 
Prudent designs, in their proud hearts conspired 
To put his high supremacy to the proof. 
By dint of force, and bold rebellion, hoping 
Thus to obtain the monarchy of the Gods : 
Too well I knew the issue of that fight ; 
Not from my own foreknowledge, nor alone 
From Themis, but my mother Earth, one shape 
In many names, not once, but oft predicted. 
That stratagem, and guile, not open war. 
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Or strength of anns could gain the rule in heaven : 

This with all arguments due I pressed, but they 

Did little deign to look to the to-come ; 

Which when perceived, and weighing well the event. 

My mother and myself, I nothing loth. 

And she as willing, reinforced Jove's ranks ; 

Then too he was all gratitude, and thus 

Upheld by us and by our conjoint arms, 

And by my counsels, Saturn old was plunged. 

With the companions of his overthrow, 

Down to the bottomless pit of Tartarus, 

To dwell in utter darkness : such the good 

I did the Omnipotent, and in return. 

Behold ! how I am recompensed with evil ; 

But 'tis a malady innate in tyrants. 

Never to trust their friends — What need^ to seek 

A stronger ground of hate, yet ground there was ; 

Scarce was he seated on his father's throne. 

When straight to strengthen, and confirm his power. 

He shared among his Gods, and gave to each 

A separate attribute, but for hapless mortals 

Reserved he none, them he the rather thought 

At once to annihilate, creating some 

New race of beings like to man then none. 

Of all the inhabitants of heaven, opposed. 

Or dared oppose his will, save one alone 

I stood between his wrath and them, lest they 
Should fall into perdition, going down 

In misery to the grave thus interceding 

See with what penal agonies I am bowed down ! — 
Dreadful to bear ! and pitiable to behold ! 
Pity was my sole crime, did I for this 
Deserve, that pitilessly singled out 
From all, I should be made a spectacle. 
Affording little glory to high Jove ? 
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CHORUS. 

He must be made of adamant and flint. 
Who would not pity thy calamities ; 
Would I- had hot beheld them, but beholding. 
My heart bleeds for thee ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

To my friends indeed 
I am a pitiable sight ! 

CHORUS. 

But say ! 
Did you not go beyond what you confess? 

PROMETHEUS. 

I taught mankind that they should not die daily. 
Have death before their eyes, the fear of death. 

CHORUS. 

What remedy didst thou find for this disease ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

I made blind hopes the inhabitants of their breasts. 

CHORUS. 

This was indeed a mighty boon toman ! 

« PROMETHEUS. 

Nay more, I brought them fire. 

CHORUS. 

The ephemeral things, 
Have they the ruddy flame ? 
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PROMETHEUS. 



By which they may 
Learn many useful arts. 

CHORUS. 

And has for this^ 
Jove visited you with agonies such as these ? 
Is there no term assigned them ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

None, but when 
To him it shall seem good. 



CHORUS. 



Seem good to him ! 
Fallacious hope ! and is your heart alive 
To consciousness ? hast thou no sense of guilt ? 

Perceive you not but how thou hast offended, 

It pleases not me to tell, and 'twould be hard 
For you to hear; then let me pass it by : 
Look for some means to loose your bonds. 



PROMETHEUS. 



'Tis easy 
For one whose path of life is free from cares, 
And sorrows, to give counsel, and find words 
Of much reproof to tax with evil those 

Who walk in misery nor can I plead 

My ignorance in aught ; for willingly. 
Willingly I transgressed, nor can deny it ; 
The penalty that must be paid for man, 

I knew in benefiting man but this 

Ah ! no, I did not dream of pangs like these, 

c 
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Of such a retribution ! Was it fit 

That in a rugged solitude of rocks 
I should eternally abide^ and make 
This crag's inhospitable gorge my dwelling ? 
But grieve no more over my present pains : 
Come quit your car ! alight, that you may learn 
All that has yet befallen, or may befall me. 
Unto the end ; yield to my earnest prayer, 
And give your fellowship of woe to one 
Who needs it most ; like interchange of souls 
In sympathy, for ever on the wing 
Does adverse fortune shift from place to place, 
From one fly to another. 

CHORUS. 

We have heard. 
Nor have you urged in vain your prayer. 
And now behold us reconciled, 
With ready foot to quit our swift-plumed car, 
Exchanging for the realms of the pure air. 
The trackless pathway of the bird. 
This precipice on precipices piled. 
Prometheus, we will listen to thy woes. 
And hear them o'er and o'er to this their close ! 



OCEANUS. PROMETHEUS. 



OCEAN us. 



Borne on the pinions strong of my fleet bird. 
Who knows instinctively my will, and* needs 
No rein to guide, a long and difficult way. 
Measuring through fields of boundless space, I come 
To mourn with thee, Prometheus ! for the ties 
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Of blood perforce prevailed, and led me on 

Desirous to behold thee, and take part 

In all that thou endurest : and were I 

Other than of your kindred, not the less 

Wouldest thou share my pity or regard : 

Trust then in all I say, for I am one 

Of those who hate the flattering gloss of words. 

If aught in my ability may serve 

To lighten thine affliction, now declare it ; 

For never shalt thou say thou hadst a friend 

More true to thee than is Oceanus. 

PROMETHEUS. 

It may be so — what ! and art thou too come 

To be spectator of my miseries ? 

Couldst thou prevail upon thyself to leave 

The floods that take thy name, thy rock-roofed caves. 

The work of nature's hand, to visit this 

Inhospitable realm, that bears but iron ? 

And art thou come to look on my afflictions. 

Compassionate my sufferings ? thou seest 

A spectacle might well excite thy pity — 

A God, the friend of Jove, who fought for Jove, 

Stood by him, placed him on his throne — weighed down 

With chains ; you need not ask by whom ! 

OCEANUS. 

Too well, 
Prometheus, do I see thee ! and desire 
To aid thee with best counsels, though thou art 
Various in counsel : know thyself, for thou 
Knowest his power ; then put on a new mind, 
For a new monarch rules over the Gods. 
And if such sharp and barbed words thou slingest 
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Against Jove's majesty, beware, lest he, 

High-throned above the highest where he sits 

In distance unapproachable, may hear. 

And in his anger make the ills you have 

Seem boyish tasks to those he may inflict : 

Are you not miserable enough, that you 

Must cherish impotent ire ? O ! seek some means ^ 

To reconcile yourself with him perhaps 

My words seem but the dotage of old-age. 
As arrogant tongues in their excess of pride 
Are used to style them, oft their sole reward ; 
Nor are you of the humblest, or you long since 
Had bowed to your inevitable lot : 
What would you ? pile upon the ills you have 
Other and greater ills ! let me then move you ! 
Yield to me ! take me for your guide and counsellor. 
Nor longer kick against the spurs : a monarch 
Implacable, uncontrouled, is he who reigns : 
And now I go, striving, if so I may 
Gain your deliverance ; and do you meantime 
Set watch upon your lips, and guard them well 
From daring speech : and have you now to learn. 
With all your wisdom, that a foolish tongue. 
And given to vanity, works its own bane ? 



PROMETHEUS. 



I gratulate youy confederate as you were. 
And all-acquainted with my daring thoughts. 
That they worked you no bane ; but leave me now ! 
Nor waste one thought, or care on me ; in vain 
Would you persuade him, for he is a God 
That may not be entreated ; and take heed. 
You meet yourself no injury by the way. 
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ocea:^us. 



Wise as your counsels are, it would appear, 
As facts not words best argue, that thay serve 
To benefit yourself less than your friends. 
But me you will not from my purpose turn, 
Urge what thou mayest ; I glory in the boast, 
I boast, I say, that to my mediation 
Great Jove will listen, free you from these bonds. 



PROMETHEUS. 



Oceanus ! I feel your proffered kindness. 

Nor shall I cease to own, that in good will 

You yield to none : but labour not in vain. 

To do me service, for you will but lose 

Your labour, nothing benefiting me. 

Then keep aloof, and look to your own safety. 

Great as my sufferings are, I would not wish 

That any, the least portion of my woes 

Should fall on others. Take no thought of me ! 

Nor grieve I solely for my own misfortunes. 

But keenest anguish racks me for my brother 

Atlas, who in the country of the west. 

Stands a vast column on his shoulders bearing, 

Immoveably-suspended, Heaven and Earth, 

A burthen scarce endurable; nay, more. 

That son of Earth ! the dweller of the caves 

Cilician ! I did pity to behold ; 

Immeasurable monster ! And could not 

Thy hundred heads, Typhon ! avail thee, nor 

Thy jaws, whose hiss was death, and Gorgon eyes 

Whose terrors flashed devouring flames, had they 

No might to shake the sovereignty of heaven ! — 

No, him the all-vjgilant thunder-bolt of Jove, 
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Winged with red lightning, and combustion dire, 

Confounded, vanquished, blasted, soul-subdued. 

And now his strength-abandoned corse, outstretched 

For many a rood, lies near the narrow sea. 

Under the roots of Etna, on whose peaks 

Vulcan oft sits, hammering the ardent mass. 

Whence shall burst forth rivers of liquid fire, 

To ravage with fierce waves the lovely fields 

Of fruitful Sicily; for even now 

Does Typhon, boiling with indignant wrath. 

From out the gulf of torture where he lies, 

Prepare to spout forth globes on globes of fire. 

As in defiance of Jove's thunder still. 

Not inexperienced in the ills of others. 

You need not look to me as an instructor ; 

Make then your knowledge useful to yourself : 

And I, as best I may, will bear the lot 

I have, till Jove shall intermit his vengeance. 

OCEAN us. 

Dost thou not know, that word^ are swQCt physicians 
To minds diseased with wrath ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

By timely means. 
And slow degrees, a remedy should be sought ; 
But violence must aggravate the wound 
In bosoms fevered with revenge. 

OCEANUS. 

Then tell me ! 
What harm can nerve combined with caution bring ? 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Superfluous labour, and a rash benevolence. 

OCEAN us. 

Suffer me to prescribe for your disease : 

It profits oft the wise to doubt their wisdom, 

PROMETHEUS. 

Learn that from me, this deed will pass for mine. 

OCEANUS. 

You force me to return then ! 

PROMETHEUS, 

I would not 
Pity for me should bring you into thrall. 

OCEANUS. 

1 

Speak you of him j ust seated on Heaven's throne. 
The Omnipotent ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Doubt it not — beware of him. 
Lest his heart ake with wrath. 

OCEANUS. 

Your fate, Prometheus ! 
Serves as a lesson to the wise. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Depart ! 
Begone ! and keep the mind you have. 
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OCEANUS. 

I go! 
Nor need more words ; my fleet four-footed bird 
Flaps with broad plumes the liquid waste of air, 
Impatient in his much-loved lodge to bend 
His knees beneath his wing. 

CHORUS. PROMETHEUS. 

CHORUS. 

Prometheus ! victim of immortal hate ! 
I mourn for thee, and for thy fate. " 
And from my pity-streaming eyes. 

To wet my cheek with .an exhaustless river, 
Do fountain-springs of tears arise. 

And flow and still flow on for ever 

The sovereign will decreed for thee 

An evil lot, in evil hour, 
A most funereal destiny ; 

And in the greatness of his power 
Made Gods, whom he supplanted, feel 
The keen edge of his tyrant steel : 
I mourn for thee, and for thy fate, 
Thou victim of immortal hate ! 

STROPHE. 

And with its echoes, all the region round 
In harrowing accents tells thy tale, 
Joins in a sadly-lengthened wail. 

Sets up a doleful sound. 
With one accord they weep for thee 
And the gone glories of thy state : 
Of thee and thine, proud, old, and great, 
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They mourn the destiny ; 
Thee, all the mortal race, who dwell 

In Asia's venerable seat, 
Lament, and thou dost merit well 

The voice of wail they all repeat ; 
They mourn for thee, and for thy fate, 
Thou victim of immortal hate ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thee mourn the dwellers of the Colchian land, 
The fearless virgins who delight 
To mingle in the din of fight. 

And thee, the Scythian band ; 

Thee too, Arabia's flower and pride, 
A bold and hardy mountain race. 
Who in their fortress, at the base 

Of Caucasus, abide. 
And poise the spear, the javelin shake, 

Through all the tract of mountains near 
The shores of the Moeotic lake. 

Lament ; their voice of wail I hear ; 
They mourn for thee, and for thy fate. 
Thou victim of immortal hate ! 

EPODE. 

Save one, the Titan Atlas, whom with thee 
Shall I compare in misery, 

Or match in fate. 
He, racked with never-ending pains. 
And bound in adamantine chains, 
Earth, and the vault of heaven sustains. 

An unimaginable weight : 
The surges of the Ocean, 
In undulating motion. 
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To thy perpetual wail accordance keep ; 
Responsive wails the lowest deep, 
And in a lower deep unfathomable, 

Beneath the seas, beneath earth's seats. 
Through all its black abysses. Hell, 

With many a voice, thy moan repeats : 
Rivers, and all the fountains as they flow, 
In murmurs tell their woe ; 
They mourn for thee, and for thy fate, 
Thou victim of immortal hate ! 



PROMETHEUS. 



Deem not that pleasure in your words, or pride. 
Have kept me thus long silent ; deep and painful 
Have been the workings of my soul, to look 

Upon myself, my ignominy and shame 

To whom do all my late compeers owe all 
The gifts, and attributes of Gods they have, 

But me ? • ♦ . . yet why repeat this tale to you 

Who know that which I was see that I am 

First learn the catalogue of my offences 

To mortals how I found them like to brutes, 

And filled them with intelligence, and reason ; 
Think not I would accuse mankind, or blame : 
I say this but to show you how I loved them. 
For they had eyes, and yet they saw not ; ears 
Had they, and they did not hear; but like 
Disjointed images in dreams, that have 
No order or connexion, they beheld 
All things in the distorted mirror of 

Their vain imaginations not as now, 

They built them houses, to let in the beams 

Of light, and warmth, they had no works of wood. 

Or stone, but underneath the ground, in cells, 
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And sun-unvisited caves, resembling more 
The mansions of the dead, than dwellings fit 
For man, and living beings, they abode 

Like delving ants nor had they certain signs. 

By which to mark the seasons, and their change, 
Winter, and spring odorous with breath of flowers. 
And summer with its plenteousness of fruits ; 
No thought but of the present, they lived on 
From day to day, improvident, till through me, 
They learnt the courses of the stars, and knew 
Their rising, and their setting, difficult science. 
And unattainable by time, or toil. 
Or unassisted meditation. ..... next. 

Numbers, inestimable prize, I gave, 

And that surpassing knowledge, to combine 

Symbols, and characters, to serve for speech ; 

And more than all, at last came memory, 

Teacher of every art, mother of song. 

Who led the ox, and bowed him to the yoke ? 

And gave man beasts of burthen, to support 

The heaviest of his toils ? who tamed the horse 

To draw the chariot, and with willing rein. 

To serve the superfluity of wealth ? 

Say, too I did other than myself invent 

The bark, and sails with bird-like wings outspread, 

To bear the wandering mariner o'er the deep ? 

Wretch that I am ! so provident for others, • 

I can with all my skill devise no means 

Of piloting myself. 

CHORUS. 

Shameful your pangs ! 
And your mind wanders in a maze of error ; 
And like a bad physician, seized with some 
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Deep malady, you despond, and find no cure 
To medicate yourself. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Yet hear me still, 
And hearing, you will wonder, more and more, 
At all the benefits I conferred on mortals. 
What blessing could be greater, than the art. 
Teaching them, by the secret force of nature, 
The potent influences of herbs, and plants. 
To medicine all diseases ? for till then. 
Such was their utter ignorance, that if taken 
With any malady, there was known no aid 
Of potion, food, or unguent; so they pined 
In irremediable pangs, and died 

In hopeless misery divination then, 

And its mysterious agency I unveiled. 
And taught man, with all-penetrating eye. 
From dreams and visions of the night, to read 
Futurity, and separate the false from true ; 
Portents, and signs, and symbols, and the power 
Of omen and of augury, from the flight 
Of taloned dwellers of the air, their lives. 
Their animosities, and fondnesses. 
Their pairing and their brooding times ; nor less 
. Of sacrifice, from victims on the shrine ; 
Till then a wonder and a mystery. 
Did I interpret, and explain : but chief 
Of all, unequalled presents, brass, and iron. 
Silver, and golden ore, hid in the ground. 
Who shall pretend he gave to man before me ? 
If such there be, know, that he idly boasts, 
; In one brief sentence sum then up this truth, 
' All useful arts on earth sprung from Prometheus I 
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CHORUS. 



For mortals care no more ; to your own loss 

Already hast thou benefited man : 

Think of your miserable self, and I 

Still breathe a hope, that from your bondage freed. 

You yet may one day live a life like Jove's. 



PROMETHEUS. 



Not till weighed down with misery to the dust, 
And full of ills, and wrongs, does fate decree. 
Fate that brings all things to an end, that I 
Shall 'scape these chains : all art and wisdom yield 
To stem necessity. 

CHORUS. 

All? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Ay, all ! save 
The triple Fates ! and unforgiving Furies. 

CHORUS. 

And Jove ! yields he to them ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

r 

Even Jove himself 



Cannot avoid his destiny. 



CHORUS. 



Sayst thou ? 
What destiny is Jove's, but to reign on 
Through all eternity ? 
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Or I do seem to see another. — Who 
Art thou, fixed to these adamantine crags^ 
That winterest, bleaching in this waste of rocks, 
And icy solitudes ? Oh say ! for what 
Unequalled crime, hast thou been visited 

With such unheard-of punishment? speak! declare 

Whither my wretched devious steps have led me ? 

Ai ! Ai ! once more ! yet once again ; I feel 

The maddening sting it goads me still ! Avaunt ! 

And quit my sight ! let the earth cover thee ! 

Thou spectre of the Earth-born Argus ! Hence, 

Horrible apparition ! hence ! I shudder 

To look on thee, false many-sighted monster ! 

Cannot the grave hide thee among her dead ? 

Am I not miserable enough, that thou 

Must come again in all thy living horrors. 

To follow me from the dead ? where'er I turn, 

The vision haunts me, drives me, drags me on, 

Weary, and faint, and hoping to elude 

His steps, pursuing ever along the sands 

Of the sea-shore, whilst still the pipe of reeds. 

Monotonously-tuned, drones in my ear 

The selfsame drowsy notes Alas ! alas ! 

Where am I ! whither have I been ? where, where 
Have my immeasurable wanderings brought me ? 
What fault, O son of Saturn ! didst thou find 
In me, that thou shouldst yoke me with a weight 
Of such unutterable agony. 
And drive me to despair and madness ? Oh ! 
Melt me with fire, or bury me in the earth. 
Or to the ravening monsters of the deep, 

Make me a prey ! Grant thou my prayer ! behold ! 

To what a nakedness of misery 

My wanderings have reduced me ! 

Nor can I guess, when they shall find an end ! 
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CHORUS. 

Hear'st thou the voice of one, a maid she seems^ 
Distorted from the likeness of aught humaiii 
By some strange transformation ? 

PROMETHEUS, 

Hear I not 
The voice of wail? ,,.,, it is the virgin daughter 
Of Inachus ; wrought to frenzy, who enwraps 
With love, as with a flame, the heart of Jove, 
And now is driven, by Juno's jealous hate, 
From land to land, a shelterless exile ! 

10. 

Who 
Names thus my father ? how canst thou know me. 
So wretched thou, and I so miserable ! , 
Speak ! answer ! nor deny me, for thy words 
Are words of truth, and they do image well 
The force of my calamity; for I am 
As one urged by a cruel master's will. 
On some far course, who as the maddening spur 
Sharp goads her side, springs forward with the throes 
Of a new agony, at every step 
Tottering with hunger, weariness, and pain ; 
But who could bear, and over-live, like me. 
All forms of wretchedness, all extremes of woe ? 
Yet, if thou canst, I would, thou might'st impart 
What more I have to suffer, what should do 
To cure my ills : in pity speak ! console 
A way-worn, lost, forsaken, helpless outcast ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

I will explain wbate'er you wish to know, 

D 
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CHORUS. 



Stay ! be it ours to share in this sad pleasure. 
First hear we from herself her hapless story ; 
What else may yet betide her, you shall teach. 



PROMETHEUS. 



Begin then, lo ! and this grace accord them, 
The rather that they are thy father's sisters; 
To find an echo for your sighs, and tears 
Of tenderest sympathy for those you shed. 
This thy reward and it shall well repay thee. 



10. 



And must I ? how shall I obey you ! yet 

As plainly as I may, I will relate 

All you would hear ; alas ! to tell the tale. 

To look upon my altered self, and say 

How fell this storm ruining on me from Heaven, 

Fills me with shame and anguish Oft in sleep. 

Used visioned shapes of night to haunt my couch, 

I And tongues to syllable in accents sweet 

/ These words : " Why dost thou waste thy flower of youth 
" In lone virginity ? fair though thou art, 
" Deem thyself greatly favoured above thy sex, 
" Thrice fortunate child ! the king of Gods and men 
^' Has chosen for his bride, and destines thee 
^' For his immortal arms, nor thou disdain 
" To share hia love ! fly then ! forsake thy couch, 
'* For marshy Lerna*s valleys deep, and stalls, 
" And pastures green, where graze thy father's fcine, 
<* That Jove may satisfy his eyes* desire." 
Again, and yet again, the vision came, 
To break my sleep, and fill my heart with strange 
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Emotions, till imboldened by my fears. 

All I had seen, and heard, I told my sire. 

Whereon, to Delphi and the sacred groves 

Oracular, that crown Dodona*s steep. 

He sent his seers, consulting how he might, 

By word or deed, do aught to please the Gods r 

At first the Deity replied in sounds 

Of doubtful purport, words of mystery, terms 

Of meaning most perplexed ; at last there came 

An answer, clear and unambiguous, ah ! 

Too clear ! commanding Inachus to send me 

From my own home, and my dear native land^ 

A wanderer, to the furthest bounds of earth, 

Lest fire should fall from Heaven on him and his. 

And utterly exterminate his race : 

And he believing in the prophecy, 

And in obedience to the will of Jove, 

What could he less — alas ! I blame him not ! 

With heavy heart, drove me, with heavier still, 

Forth from my home, and shut his door against me. 

Oh ! then there came a change upon me ! such 

A change ! woe*s me ! my shape and features grew 

Deformed, and hideous as you see, nor was ^ 

My mind distorted less, but filled with vain 

Imaginations, peopled by the furies ; 

Till with winged speed, and desperate bounds I sought, 

Cencrea's crystal stream, and Lerna's fount. 

Where the fell eyes, that knew no sleep, were sent 

To watch my steps : that earth-bom herdsman Argus 

An unexpected fate deprived of life : 

And I to madness stung by scourge divine. 

Am driven from land to land ; thou know'st the past,. 

And tell me, if thou canst, of what I yet 

May Tiave to bear ? nor in false pity, by words 
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Of studied speech, the shame of wisdom, bide 
The truth from hapless lo. 

CHORUS. 

Ai ! Ai ! for thee ! Ai ! Ai ! for thee ! 

No more ! no more ! in pity cease ! 

Never dreamed I of ills like these ! 

Or that such accents of despair. 

So strange, so full of fear, 

Should harrow up my soul to hear : 

Sad to behold thou art. 

And difficult to bear 

Thy wanderings, thine injuries, aiid thy woes ; 

When shall they close ? 

At every tone of thine, at every word. 

Pity and horror pierce my heart. 

As with a two-edged sword, 

Ai! Ai! for thee! Ai! Ai! for thee! 

PROMETHEUS. 

You are too full of fears, you wail too soon ! 
Wait, till you know the rest. 

CHORUS. 

Say on ! Say on ! 
Tis good for those labouring in maladies 
To know the pangs they yet may have to prove. 

PROMETHEUS. 

My ready wishes furthered your desire 

To learn, as well you might, first from herself 

Her hapless story ; what is yet to come. 

The sufTeripgs she must bear from Juno's hate. 



PROMETHEUS BOUND. 43 

Must now be told, and treasure well my words^ 

Daughter of Inachus ! that you, through them 

May find a period to your wanderings* 

First then, on turning to the rising sun, 

Follow the uncultivated tracts, that hold 

The Scythian Nomades, distinguished well 

By bows and quivered darts, and huts composed 

Of twisted osiers, raised on wheels, that bear 

The dwellings of those errant tribes : approach ^ 

Not them, but, skirt their desarts ; and incline 

Along the sounding cliffs of the sea*shore, 

Till on the left you pass the Chalybes, 

Who forge and temper iron, avoid them, for 

They are inhuman and inhospitable : 

You come now to the Lixus, rightly named 

From its shrill chiding torrent, ford it not, 

Nor is it safely fordable, until 

You reach the foot of Caucasus, that exceeds 

In height all mountains, from whose loftiest peaks 

That river pours its strength and volume forth ; 

Those peaks touch Heaven, and yet they must be crost: 

Thence southward lies your course, till you shall meet 

The warlike Amazons, who hate the race 

Of man, (erewhile to dwell in Themicyra, 

On the Thermodon's banks, whose many mouths 

From Salmydyssus, step-mother to ships, 

Dread of the mariner,) like women, they 

With willing minds will lead you on your road : 

On journeying still, you will ere long behold 

An Isthmus, 'twixt whose narrow gates appears 

The dark Cimmerian lake ; fear not its waves. 

But boldly traverse the Mceotic strait; 

Whence great shall be the fame among mankind 

Of this yoiu* daring passage, to be called. 
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From you, the Bosphorus .... Europe is behind. 

And Asia all before And now, ye nymphs ! 

Ask your inquiring minds, if mighty Jove 

Can tyrannize o'er all, as well as me— • 

Question his justice too, what he, a God, 

The king of Gods, immortal as he is. 

To gratify his passion, doom a mortal, 

A helpless maid, to wanderings such as these ; 

Virgin ! thou hast indeed a cruel bridegroom ! 

This is but the preamble to your woes — 

The worst remains behind, unheard untold. 

lo. 

Ai ! Ai ! 

PROMETHECS. 

And dost thou too again 
Begin to weep and wail ? what will you do 
When you have heard the whole ! 

CHORUS. 

Has she to hear 
Of miseries yet to come ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

A stormy Ocean ! 
Waves, upon waves, of miseries ! 

10. 

Alas! 
What is there in this being, that I should wish 
To cling to it, what can I hope to gain 
By living on ! then let me welcome death ! 
Cast myself headlong down from this sharp rock. 
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To the far plain, and dashed below, thus end 
At once my woes : better to die at once. 
Than suffer all my life the pangs of death. 

PROMETHEUS. 

What are your petty griefs compared to mine ? 
Behold me ! dost thou think, thou couldst endure 

The pangs I bear, and live but I, alas ! 

I cannot die, for death would be a blessing. 
Would cure my ills, and therefore must I live. 
But they can know no end, till falls the tyrants 

10. 

Shall Jove then fall, he lose his power ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Methinks^ 
You would not grieve to see the day ! 

10. 

Not grieve I 
I should rejoice ! do I not wrongfully 
Suffer from Jove? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Feeling and suffering thus, 
You shall know more. 



10. 



Say then ! by whom shall fall 
The tyrant, who shall rob him of his sceptre ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Himself, and the blind passions that enslave him* 



i 
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10. 

What passions ? how ! speak ! if your words offend not 

PROMETHEUS. 

He little dreams of his disastrous marriage ! 

10. 

Divine, or human, name it if thou darest ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

How dare ? I dare say all. Yet — no. 

10. 

His marriage ! 

Shall a wife shake his throne ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

She shall bring forth 
A son, who shall be mightier than his father. 

10. 

Is there no^ way he can escape this ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

One! 

And only one ! my freedom from these bonds. 

10. 

And who shall set you free against Jove's wiK ? 

PROMSTKEUS. 

A child of thine ! one sprung from thee ! 
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lO, 

Of mine ! 
A son of mine deliver you from these bonds ? 



PROMETHEUS. 

To generations tbree^ add ten descents ! 

10. 

Say on ! the prophecy is clouded still ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

And be it dark — examine it no further, 

Nor seek to know what more you have to suffer. 

10. 

Let not your proffered kindness be withdrawn, 
Through any fault of mine. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Take which you will. 
You have a double choice. 

10. 

What choice? explain! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Choose ! whether shall I tell thee of thyself, 
And of thy wanderings, or of him who shall 
Be my deliverer. 

CHORUS. 

A double grace 
Vouchsafe ! and claim a double gratitude ! 
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Impart, what course remains for her, to us 
Who shall redeem thee ; most I long to know it 

PROMETHEUS. 

I yield to your entreaty, which it ill 
Becomes me to oppose ; then listen, lo ! 
And on the tablets of your memory grave 

The painful course I have still to trace Soon then. 

As you have crost the Pool Mceotis, bound 

Of either continent, seek the Orient sun. 

And meet his burning chariot-wheels ; a rough 

And boisterous sea o'erpast, you will arrive 

At Cisthene's Gorgonian plains, where live 

The swanlike maidens three, daughters of Phorcys, 

The Graeae ; old and wrinkled from their birth. 

One eye they have, one tooth, for use of all, 

Each in her turn, whom visits not a beam 

Of sun by day, or moon by night; and near, 

The Gorgons, dragon-winged, and hydra-tressed. 

Those loathsome hags ; whose eyes no mortal man 

Could look upon, and breathe the breath of life. 

I tell you this, to warn you of their power. 

Beware, too, of another sight of horror, 

The Gryphins, Jove's dumb guards, part-beast, part-bird, 

With talons armed, and sharp and crooked beaks ; 

Nor to be dreaded less, their foes, the troop 

Of one-eyed Arimaspians, who abide 

About the stream, paven with sands of gold. 

Called Pluton ; shun with equal care these fiends. 

Still onward journeying, you at length shall reach 

A sable tribe, whose dwelling is beside 

The fountains of the sun, on Niger's banks. 

Follow its downward steps, till it descends, 

A mighty cataract from the Bibline mountains, 
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And losing there its name of ^thiops, 
The sacred Nile with his salubiious tide 
Shall lead you on to those deep fertile lands 
Whose triple sides his stream encloses, where 
A long and numerous colony shall be founded 
From you, and from your children, who shall hold 

The land in heritage: here end your toils 

And should you still be doubtful of your way. 
Speak ! and I will reply ! fear not to tax 
My leisure ! I have more than I could wish, 

CHORUS. 

If aught be left unsaid, or unexplained. 

Say on ! but should the tale be told, remember 

Your promise ! what^ I scarcely need remind you, 

PROMETHEUS. 

My words have brought her labours to a close ; 
But that she may not doubt my narrative, 
I will recount, as shortly as I can, 
What she endured upon her journey hither; 
A certain proof that all I say is true. 
First then, you entered the Molossian plains. 
That circuit wide Dodona's grove, the site 
Of Jove*s Thesprotian shrine, whose sacred oaks 
Have gifts prophetic, and from whom you learnt. 
Without obscurity, you were doomed to be 
The wife of Jove, a flattering fortune truly : 
Pursued by furies still, the line of coast 
Following, you rushed to Rhea's ample bay. 
Whence your reverted steps and devious course 
Drifted you hither, know ! in future times. 
This deep and inland sea in memory, 
And an eternal monument of you. 



i 
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And of your passage^ shall be called Ionian ; 

No more .... Be this a certain sign, that I 
. Have a pervading vision, that can pierce 

Beyond the narrow bounds of other minds 

I now return whence I digressed — ^What yet 
Remains, I thus relate to them and you. 
There is a city called Canopus, last 
Of all that land, built at the mouth of Nile, 
And its embankments; Jove will there bring back 
Your reason, and restore you to yourself 
By his fond touch alone ; and named from that 
Miraculous pressure of his hand, shall spring 
Black Epaphus, destined to enjoy the land. 
Far as the river with its overflow 
Shall irrigate the soil ; the fifth in line 
From him, two brothers, one with fifty sons ; 
And one as many daughters, will arise. 
Which maidens, by their father led, shall fly 
To Argos, shunning the detested yoke 
Of unpermitted nuptials; but the youths. 
Like hawks pursuing madly down the wind 
Doves in the eagerness of prey, shall pounce 
Upon their kindred, blind to fate, and what 
May follow such an inefiectual chace ... 
That fate awaits them, in a foreign land, 
Pelasgia hides their bodies, not subdued 
In war with men, or vanquished in the day, 
/ But by the hand of virgins, and in darkness. 
That nerves the arm to any deeds of blood ; 
And dark the deed, for each a victim falls 
To his wife's dagger, on his bridal night : 
Such Hymeneals light on all my foes ! 
Yet one shall listen to the voice of love. 
And weigh, with woman's mind the shame of weakness 
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And infamy of murder^ till the soft 

And tender pleadings of a passionate heart 

Blunt the keen weapon's edge, and save her husband. 

In Argos shall she reign, and her sons' sons ; 

But long the tale, and from her race shall spring 

The bender of the bow, of force to break 

These chains, and end my sufferance thus spake> 

Oracular, my venerable mother 
Titanian Themis ; how, and when these things 
May come to pass, it boots not me to tell. 
Nor would it profit you to hear. 

10. 

Ahi ! Ahi ! 
Unutterable woe ! Oim6 ! Gime ! 

I bum ! I burn ! here ! here the flame consumes me — 

My reason totters on her seat the lash 

Of furies goads me, the barbed stings of fire 
Pierce my heart's core with agony — my poor heart 
In audible pulsation beats against 
My breast, and now it stops — my eyes roll wildly. 

As bursting from their sockets all things spin 

In rapid evolution round me — my brain reels, 
As in the whirlwind of my fury torn 

I wander from my course my tongue denies 

Its office — ^unconnected ravings all, my words ! 

They cannot image my despair my thoughts 

Overwhelm and overpower me with their torrent. 

They plunge me deeper in the waves ! 

And dash me on the rocks ! On ! On ! Away ! 
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CHORUS. PROMETHEUS. 



CHORUS. — srraopHE. 



Beyond all mortal wisdom wise. 

And read in the decrees of fate. 
Was he, who taught 'twas best to prize 

Equality of state. 
To share content an h amble lot 

With one of humble state. 
With wealth or power undazzled not. 

Nor choosing from the great 

ANTISTROPHE. 

This happy lot to me be given ; 

I ask but this, to be allied 
With none of all the Gods of Heaven, 

But made an equal bride : 
These thoughts, sad lo ! flow from thee, 

Thou bird without a mate ! 
Thou homeless bride, o'er land and sea 

Pursued by jealous hate. 

EPODE. 

Let all my vows then offered be, 
That when I wed, equality 

May bless my nuptial state : 
But who a god could see, nor love. 
Ah ! who could guard her heart from Jove, 

Or war against her fate ? 
Unequal would the contest be. 
And flying, I should vainly flee 

From beauties all-divine. 
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What is our wisdom to the All-wise, 
Our sight, but blindness to the eyes, 
Of him who dazzled thine ? 



PROMETHEUS. 

Yet all-imperious as he is, and bold. 

And arrogant of soul, the day shall come. 

When his pride shall be humbled and laid low. 

For he shall marry one he should not wed. 

Beget a son he should not have begot. 

To hurl him from his power, when Saturn's words 

Prophetic shall be all-fulfilled, his curse 

The curses of a father disenthroned 

Light on the Usurper's head ; let him then call 

Upon his Deities for help ; can they 

Avert his fate ? no ! I alone can save him. 

The how and when but rest with me : Meantime, 

Let him enshrined in clouds and darkness trust 

In his air-shaking thunders, and rejoice 

To vibrate in his hands the forked darts 

Of his red lightnings, what shall they avail 

In that inevitable hour, when he 

Shall fall from his high place of honour, fall 

In hideous ruin, for his adversary 

Is set up by himself, warring with whom. 

He wars against a mightier than himself; 

One, who shall find a flame that shall eclipse 

The fieriest of bis shafts, peals to outroar 

Ten thousand of his vollies, and whose bolt 

Shall make the trident, with which Neptune shakes 

The earth, seem but a spear, and quit his grasp : 

When this shall come to pass, then shall he learn 

The difference 'twixt the master and the slave. 
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CHORUS. 

At least yoa have been free to speak of Jove ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Things that shall be consummated^ nay, things 
I wish to see accomplished. 

CHORUS. 

Dare yon paint. 
Even to yonrself, that day, or him who shall 
Subdue great Jove. 

PROMETHEUS. 

The Torturer shall bear 
Tortures, more difficult to be borne than mine. 

CHORUS. 

How ! fear you not to utter words like these ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

What can I fear, whose destiny it is 
Never to die ? 

CHORUS. 

Should you provoke his power, 
Some stronger, some worse way his wrath may find 
To your destruction. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Let him, if he will, 
I am prepared to brave it all. 



CHORUS. 

The wise 



Reverence Nemesis ! 
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PROMETHEUS. 



Flatter, cringe those who will, 
In servile adoration at his throne ! 
I hold him as the dust beneath my feet; 
Do thy worst. Tyrant ! yet a little while, 
Rule as thou mayst, thou hast not long to reign ; 
But I behold the confidant of Jove, 
The minister, and slave of the new despot, 
He comes no doubt announcing some fresh outrage. 

MERCURY. PROMETHEUS. CHORUS. 

MERCURY. 

Thou sophist ! thou in bitterness of tongue 
Bitterer than gall ! thou sinner against the Gods ! 
And lavisher of their gifts to mortals ! thou 
Thief of Heaven's fire ! thee I address ! my father 
Conmaands you quickly to reveal what marriage 
Thou vainly boast'st may put his throne in danger. 
Speak ! and without enigmas ! come ! declare 
All that you know, propound it not in terms 
Of double meaning, such expedients Jove 
Brooks not, nor are they fit to soothe his wrath* 

PROMETHEUS. 

You come with arrogant address, and words 
High-sounding, such as fit the Sent, and Sender. — 
New masters lord it well, and dost thou deem 
The towers of Heaven impregnable, have not I 
Already seen two tyrants fall ? the third 
Yet sits upon his throne, his reign shall be 
Shorter, his fate more signal far than theirs. 



( 
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More ignominious haply you may think 

I pay not proper reverence to your new Gods, 
Or fear them as I ought, and well you may, 

Who have gained every thing, I say not how 

Whilst I have lost much all I had pursue 

The course which led you on to what you are. 

And now, tread back your steps to him who sent you : 

You will hear nothing that you wish from me» 

MERCURY. 

See ! where thine obstinate course has left thee, on 
The shoals and quicksands of adversity ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Such as I am, know ! I would not exchange 
Your slavery for my bonds ; better it were 
To keep these rocks, and chains, than to be made 
The passive instrument to such a father. 
Thus, do I pay you back your taunt 1 

MERCURY. 

It seems 
You take a pleasure in the abode you have. 

PROMETHEUS. 

A pleasure ! . .. would that I could see my foes 
Thus pleased, and you ... ay f you, among them. 

MERCURY. 

Me! 
What part took I in yonr misfortunes ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Once 
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For all, I ten yoa I hate all the (zods. 
Who paid me eril, in exchange for good. 



MERCURY. 



Yoar ravings are a madman^s, and a part 
Of yoar disease. 

PROSfETHEUS. 

If hatred of my foes 
Be a sure proof of that disease, I an^ one. 

MERCURY. 

Were you well, who could tolerate your pride ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Ahi me ! Ahi me ! 

MERCURY. 

Jove has not learnt such words ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

But Time itself grows old, and teaches all things. 

MERCURY. 

Verily, as yet it has not taught you wisdom. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Thou hast said well, I am not over-wise, 
To waste my words upon a slave like thee. 

MERCURY. 

Make them more useful then, and speak to that 
My father wants to learn. 
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PROMETHEUS. 

In truth I owe 
Jove mucb^ and therefore has he sent to me 
For a return. 

MERCURY. 

You taunt me like a child ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

And are you not one ; are you not more simple 

Than a mere child^ dreaming thou canst persuade 

And influence my will? .... there is no outrage, 

Torment, or artifice of Jove, that can 

Alter my firm resolve ; never will I 

Dispense my knowledge, till he loose these chains. 

Then let him hurl his lightnings as he will. 

And shake the solid earth with all his thunders. 

Pour down a hurricane of white-winged snows. 

To sweep resistless ruin, and confound 

And mingle all things ; me he shall not move. 

Nor shake my purpose never to reveal 

By whom shall fall the tyrant. 

MERCURY. 

But consider. 
Before it be too late, if words like these 
Can profit you. 

?ROMETHEUS. 

I have and well and long ago 

Considered. 

MERCURY. 

Dare ! tongue-doughty ! as you are. 
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Dare, and for once, in such an ocean tost 
And bujSTeted, to give yourself good counsel. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Your words are like the waves upon a rock, \ 
That sound, but shake it not : never ! no never 
Think even for a moment, that the fear 
Of Jove and all his vengeance can inflict. 
Shall make me change my nature, or consent. 
With hands uplift in womanish supplication. 
To deprecate his sentence, or court one 
Whom I abhor so utterly — far from me 
Be such a thought ! 

MERCURY. 

I yet have much to say. 
Though haply all I say will be in vain, 
For you are neither softened by entreaties. 
Nor moved by prayers, but as an unbroke colt, 
Champing the bit, resists with all his force. 
And fights against the rein, thus does your fierce 
And untamed soul, stubborn and weak of counsel : 
A pertinacity of thought in one 
Who thinks unwisely is not strength, but weakness. 
I warn you then, if obstinately still 
You spurn my words, what a tempestuous sea 
Of waves inevitably heaped on waves 
Of ills shall overwhelm you ; first, my sire 
Shall tear from its foundations, with his bolt 
Of thunder split, this rugged crag, and pent 
In its cleft bosom, hurl you with its mass, 

Down an unfathomable abyss to fall 

And fall, a measureless space of time, till you 

Come back to light ; and when Jove's winged hound. 
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The blood-delighting Vulture, shall be sent 
To tear your body piecemeal, and to glut 
His ravenous maw by preying on your vitals, 
Shall come, your daily uninvited guest. 
To batten on your liver, still renevs^ed, 
And black with many a wound of his fell beak. 
Insatiate still ....'. nor look for any term 
\ To these calamities, until some God 
Appear, to take their weight upon himself. 
Piercing the gloomy realms of night and Hades, 
To seek you in the depths of Tartarus. 
Deliberate then ! these are no idle threats. 
But all shall be accomplished as I say: 

Jove's will is fate He cannot utter falsehood. 

Nor vain one word that cometh from his mouth. 

Look round you, and deliberate, nor let 

An obstinate perverseness blind thy judgment. 

CHORUS. 

It seems to us that Mercury counsels well. 
And argues prudently : be not too proud 
To listen to his reasonings ... shame it were 
The wise should err in judgment. 

1»R0METIIEUS. 

Well I knew 
The purport of his message, now declared; 
'Tis such a one as foe might send to foe ; 
The torture well becomes the Torturer ! 
Then let him wreak his utmost hate on me. 
Loose all his stores of wrath, on me be thrown 
The lightning's arrow, and the balls of fire ; 
And let the thunder-smoke, and the fierce strife 
Of winds warring with winds convulse the air. 
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Until its breath, with horrible concussion. 
Shall tear the firm-set gi'oundsel of the world 
Up from its roots, whirl the mad ocean-wave, 
With its vext surges, from their boiling vortex. 
To the star-paven vault of Heaven, whilst I, 
Caught in its hurricane's irresistible stress. 
Am borne aloft awhile, and then dashed down 
To the dark gulf of gloomy Tartarus ; still. 
He shall not all-destroy me ! 

MERCURY. 

These are but 
The intemperate words, and ravings wild of madness .' 
Is he not mad ? what wants he of the maniac ? 
Nay, even the best of fortunes would but make 

His malady more mortal but do you. 

Who soothe a portion of his woes, take heed 
That ye share not his punishment ; go then. 
And quickly from this place, lest the loud crash 
Of unimaginable thunders make 
Your reason totter too. 

CHORUS. 

What dost thou say ? 

Tiy other better counsels, for to these 

Thou never shalt persuade me and dost thou 

Advise a deed of such dishonour, shame 

Your divine nature by such words as those ? 

Then know me better, know ! if such Jove's will. 

That what he suffers, I will suffer too. 

For I have ever taught myself to hate 

Those who forsake their friends, there is no pest 

Which I more deprecate and abhor than this* 
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MERCURY. 

Then bear in mind, that you have been forewarned, 
Nor hunting for adversity, tax fortune. 
Saying, that Jove has visited you unawares 
With this calamity ; when knowingly. 
And openly, and deliberately, you have laid 
A snare to catch yourselves, and taken once. 
You'll find it diflScult to break the net. 

PROMETHEUS. CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 

In deed, and not in word — it comes — ^the earth 

Trembles, and shakes, and totters, as convulsed 

With throes of agony ; the sullen roar 

Of thunder after thunder howls around 

In echoes deep, and deepening, flash on flash. 

Each fiercer than the last, glares the forked lightning; 

The hurricane's wings upbear the volumed dust. 

In eddying columns whirl'd — together rush 

From every quarter of the heavens, and meet 

In ruinous assault the rebel winds. 

Making wild anarchy ; sky and sea are mingling ! 

This chaos of all nature has been sent 

To shake my soul — rage on, ye elements ! 

Mother of all my adoration. Earth ! 

Ether ! who pourest the effluence of light 

Round all things, thou who penetratest all things. 

Look on my injuries ! see what I suffer. 



t 



NOTES. 



lENGTR and Force were the sons of Styx, the supporters of the throne^ 
i constant companions of Jupiter. Callimachus, in hb Hymn to Jove, 
s they ran beside bis chariot. 

'H\0e 5' dpa Trpwrij 2ri;5 d^OiTog Ov\vfiv6vSe, 

Hesiod. Theoo. 

!Xt0f I 

mfield. 3 

1, e xtreme verge of earth. Line I. 

Utdov does not mean a plain, but a footing place, from irss, a 
foot, as indeed the word is used generally by iEschylus, ttI^ov for 
UoSovp as in the Agamemnon, Trc^ov narovvrfg, 

Untrod 
And uninhabitable by man» L. 2 and 3. 

2. iff olfiovy dpporov elg kprifAiav. 

Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible. Shakspeare. 



The starry veil of night $hall only bring 

A longing after day,Sfe, P. 8, L. 16, 17, 18. 

•4. iifffiivtit Si ffoi, 

17 iroiKiXtifiUfP v^K' 

Whether one breaks the hoar frost of the mom. 

Or starry dim and slow the other climbs 

The leaden-coloured east. Shelley, Prom. Umb. 

-and feel by turns the bitter change 



Of fierce extremes, extremes by change more fierce, 
From beds of raging fire to starve in ice. Milton. 

Ex quo, lignatfB solis ardore excidunt 
Gutts, qus, saxa assidue instillant Caucasi. 

Cicero, Tus. Que. 



64 NOTES. 

Text of ) 
Blomfield. ) 

Who stole thy gift. P. 9, L. 5. 

38. yipac ngnifies spoil, or share of spoil, thus : 

Ov^ti/ ffoi tcoTt iffov ix**^ 7^pac* HoM ER* 

You never felt the ties of blood, nor knew 
The charms of social intercourse. 

39. To trvyykvts roi Seivbv ij^* buOdcu 

All these men were my friends ; I loved them, they 

• • • • • all thoughts 

In common, and sweet bonds which link old friendships. 

Byron's Marino Faliero. 

hock round his chat. P. 11, L. 9. 

65* ffTepvutv ^ux/ivd^. 

Round his breast, not through it. Such agony would almost 
surpass that of his vulture. Dr. Blomfield's ' penitus' does not 
seem satisfactory. Sia/irrd^ is the same as Sta/iirtpiQ in totum. 
See also L. 74. The fragment from Cicero's 2 Tus. 

Hos ille, cuneos, fabrica crudeli, inserens, 
Perrupit artus, 

relates to the lost play, the Prometheus Unbound. Nor is the Vul- 
can's lament after the cruel operation decisive; as every previous 
one had elicited some exclamation of pity. That Prometheus was 
crucified in the A^eff/iufTric we know from Lucian. The splendid 
Glasgow edition takes the same view that I have done, at least Flax- 
man, the most classical artist that modem times have produced. 

Your features and your words 
Suit well together. P. 12, L. 13, 14. 

78. Ofioia iiop^ri yX&ffcrd. 

Fit body for fit soul. Milton. 

Falsely the Gods have called thee Provident, P. 13, L. 7. 
85. Ilpo^iijOka. 

Prometheus means Forewise, Provident. This napavo/iaffiat 
or play upon words, has been ridiculed. But it must be remem- 
bered, that names were supposed to be prophetic of destinies. Menu, 
in the Institutes of the Hindus, lays down the same doctrine. 



NOTES. 65 

Text of I 
Blomfield. 5 

That countless in your multitudeSf laugh out 

In long loud peals, exulting to be free. P. 13, L. 12, 13. 

89. Hovt'kov KViidrtav avfipiOfiov ykXafffia, 

I have ventured to put a new interpretation on this sublime pas- 
sage. Prometheus, in his apostrophe to all the objects that sur- 
round him, to the air, the winds, the rivers, and the billows of the 
sea, contrasts his own miserable bondage with their freedom ; ykXau) 
certainly means more than smiling — ykXacrfia, in modern Greek, is 
mockery, excessive laughter (^irepiykXav), and such is its obvious 
signification here, thus : 

Resonant plangore cachinni. Catullus. 

What infinite agonies 1 have to bear 
Infinite ages, P. 13, L. 18. 

93. SipxOrjO* otaig aiKiaiaiv 

SiaKvaionevog, top nvpurrj 
Xpovov d9Xev(Tw, 

Nee videt interea qui terminus esse malorum 
Possit, me quse sit poenarum denique finis. Luc. 

From heaven*s own fountain stole, P. 74, L. 7. 

109. vapBi]KOTrXv]pit)TOv, 

I have omitted this word, cane-filled. Prometheus is said to have 
stolen the fire from heaven by the aid of Minerva ; might not the 
cane mean the friction of two pieces of wood, the way savages pro- 
duce fire still. 

, What echoes steal along. P. 14, L. 19 and sub. 

115. Tig axw, rig ddfid rrpoffsiTTa fi aiptyyilg, 

OeoffffVTog, fi Pporeiogy fj KC/cpa/ili/i;. 

But what are these, what things of land or sea 1 

***** 

An amber scent of odorous perfume. Samp. Ag. 

How softly do they float upon the wings 

Of silence. Com us. 

In the Ovfiiafiara of Orpheus the Oceauides are invoked by the 
epithet of tvatdtig. 



66 NOTES. 

Text of ) 

Blomfield. ) 

To look upon my woes^ perhaps to insult. P, 14, L. 28. 

118. H6v(iJV kfiStv ^tiapoQ, ^ ri ^j} Qk\(av, 

Perhaps my enemies come to stare 

At my affliction, and perhaps to insult. Samp. Ao. 

The winged winds, the messengers of our song. P. 15, L. 15. 

133. Kpaiirvo^opoi Ss fi iirefi>l/av avpai. 

We make these our liquid lair, 

Voyaging cloud-like and unpent 

Thro* our native element. Shelley, P. U. 

Who rolls his ever restless flood around 
The immeasurable earth, P. 15, L. 26. 

141. Utpi Tcaodv QWiKifTtJoplvH, 

The ancients were of opinion that the ocean was a river flowing 
round the earth. See Orpheus, who made use of nearly the same 
words as ^schylus. 

Who of the deities is so har^ of heart 7 P. 16, L. 20. 

165. Ttf (oSs rXtiffiKapdiog 

9eu>Vf '6rtp rd^ kin^aprj. 

Sight so deform what heart of rock could long 
Dry-eyed hehold. 

Hard is the task for me to speak these things, P. 18, L. 10. 

205. tiXyetvd fikv fioi Kal Xeykiv korlv rdds, 

A harder task cannot have been imposed, 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable. 

Shaksp. Comedy of Errors. 



-nor alone 



From ThemiSf but my mother Earth, one shape 

Jn many names, not once, but oft predicted, P. 18, L. 27, &c. 

217. kfioi di firirrjp, ovx &tf<i% fiovoVf Okfiic* 

Kal Vaia, 



NOTES. 67 

Text of I 

Blomfield.j 

Perhaps it would have been best to translate the last line : 

(the same) 
' In many different names (herself) predicted.' 

Themis was the daughter of Earth, as in the Eumenides. Pro- 
metheus, as I understand the passage, says, not only did his mother, 
but his grandmother, Kai PaTa, etiam Terra, prophesy, &c. Schutz 
is for rejecting the verse as spurious; why I know not. I am 
aware that the scholiasts are against my interpretation : See note 
to Hesiod's Epya, also Grotius. I conceive Prometheus addresses 
the earth in the same way that Orestes does the sun : 

u>c i^oi rrarrjip, 
oix ovfioQy dXX* o TT^vr* lirovTivtav rdde. 

By earth, the common mother of us all. Marlow. 



That stratagem and guile, not open war, P. 18, L. 30. 

220. u)c oif, Kar iffxvvy oiSk wpbg rb Kaprepbv 

Xpci}}, S6\<p Sk, 

To work in close design by fraud or guile. 
What strength effected not. Milton. 

We may with more successful hope resolve, 

• • • by gflile eternal war. Milton. 



Them he the rather thought ' 

At once to annihilate, P. 19, L. 22, 23. 

241. Tb TTOLv, ixpy^tv dXXo ^irvtrai vkoy. 

As a comment to this passage, may be cited Jove's oath, as 
recorded by Ovid : 

Nunc mihi, qua totum Nereus circumtonat orbem, 
Perdendum mortale genus, per flumina juro, 
Infera, &c. Met. 

To be created like to us, tho' less, 

• • • so was his will 

Pronounced among the Gods, and by an oath 

That shook heaven's whole circumference confirmed. Milton. 



i 



68 NOTES. 

Text of ) 
Blomfield. > 

Then none 
Of all the inhabitants of heaven opposed, 
Or dared oppose his will but one alone, P. 19, L. 24, 25. 

242. Kai TOKrid* oifdeig avrkfiaivE, ttKtjv ifiov' 

on man's behalf 

Patron or intercessor none appeared, 

Much less that durst upon his own head draw 

The deadly forfeiture, and ransom set. Milton. 



If aught in mif ability may serve 

To lighten thine affiiction. P. 23, L. 8. 

296. ToXg (Toig dk rvxaig, iaOi, avvaXyCj, 

'Erinaiv' '6 re XP^ ^^'- KvfiTrpaffffetv, 

Has led me on, desirous to behold 

Once more thy face, and know of thy estate. Milton. 



-art thou too come 



To be spectator of my miseries? P. 23, L. 13. 
310. ''H ^Utipriffuiv Tvxaq 

Comest thou to mock me ? Milton. 



And in his anger make the ills you have 
Seem boyish tasks, P. 24, L. 4. 

329. Upbg roXg rrapovm S* aXKa rrpoaXafiuv 9i\ng, 

Some worse way his wrath may find 
To our destruction. Milton. 



But labour not in vain 
To do me service, P. 25, L. 10, 11. 

349. drdp firjdkv irovei. 

No, no ! of my condition take no care. 
It pity not. Milton. 



Text of \ 
Blomfield-y 



NOTES. 69 



Dost thou not know that words are sweet physicians 
To minds diseased with wrath ? P. 26, L. 18. 



386. ^py^S voffovfrtic liariv iarpoi \6yoi ; 

-apt words have power to soothe 



The tumours of a troubled mind. Milton. 

Save one, the Titan Atlas. P. 29, L. 22. 

435. Tirava, 

According to Hesiod, not only were the sons of Uranus and Terra 
called Titans, but the sons of Saturn and Rhea, and Saturn himself, 
after his fall. 

Deem not that pleasure in your words, P. 30, L. 11. 

445. firj Toi xXi^y. 

I have rendered x^^^y pleasure. In lines 1007, 1008, of the 
text the word occurs thrice, and puts beyond a doubt the meaning 
of the author, even if the succeeding words were not a sufficient com- 
ment. Prometheus's pain had gotten the better of his courteousness. 

Page 30, 31, 32. 

451 to 495. I cannot refrain from ^ving Shelley's splendid paraphrase of 
some of these sublime passages, in his Prometheus Unbound : 

He gave man speech, and speech created thought. 

Which is the measure of the universe. 

And science struck the thrones of earth and heaven, 

Which shook, but fell not. And the harmonious mind 

Poured itself forth in all-prophetic soiig. 

And music lifted up the listening spirit. 

Until it walked exempt from mortal care 

Godlike o'er the clear billows of sweet sound. 

* • ♦ • # 

He told the hidden power of herbs and springs. 

And disease drank, and slept. Death grew like sleep. 

He taught the implicated orbits woven 

Of the wide- wandering stars, and how the sun 

Changes his lair, &c. &c. 

He taught to rule as life directs the limbs. 



70 NOTES. 



Text of I 
Blomfield.3 



The tempest- winged chariots of the ocean, 

And the Celt knew the Indian. Cities then 

Were built, and through their snow-white columns flow*d 

The warm winds, and the azure ether shone. 



Page 32, Line 21. 

I have omitted lines 
502, 3, 4, 5. The literal translation of which is. Of the entrails the smooth- 
ness, and what colour possessing that may be to the Gods for the 
appeasement of anger, and also of the gall and liver the variegated 
beautiful shape, with fat the limbs covered over, and the long chine, 
burning; I led mortals on the way to the difficult-to-be-learnt art. 
I have also given in paraphrase the vaccine shape of lo. /Soviclpw 
rrapOivov, — the horned damsel. L. 608. 

Live a life like Jove*s, P. 33, L. 5. 

619. firjdkv fieiov iffxvffsiv AiSq* 

And thou on earth as Jove is in the sky. Marlow. 

559. I have made an epode of this strophe and antistrophe, as in the 
other choruses of this play. I am of opinion that the old arrange- 
ment of the metres was very preferable to Bumey's. It is surely an 
awkward division of the first line to divorce the ti from irk in elrrk ; 
besides, this arrangement makes it necessary, in 565, to leave an 
hiatus which the sense does not require. 

Avaunt ! and quit my sight, let the earth cover thee, P. 36, L. 10. 

587. dv oifSk KarBavovra yaia KevOei, 

Avaunt ! and quit my sight. Shakspeare. 

Thrice fortunate maid, P. 40, L. 20. 

668. Ji fisy* evdatfiov KOpi^, 

Ti irapOevevei Bapbv ; 

Virgo Jove digna, tuoque beatum 
Nescio quem factura toro, pete, dixerat, umbras 
Altorum nemorum. Ovid. Met. 



NOTES. 7 1 



Text of ) 
Blomfield. i 



(river) 
You come rum to the Lixus, rightly named 

From its shrill chiding torrent, P. 43, L. 15. 

742. vfipi9T'^v irorafiSvf oi/ ^tv^wwfiov. 

I should be happy to be able at length to clear up the doubt res- 
pecting this river, by quoting a very singular passage from Hanno's 
Periplus. One woald imagine indeed iEschylus took Io*s route from 
these travels. 

Kai l^w irXovv dvoXv "^fiepdv irrXtdaantv, iKTicrafiev wpu>rfiv 
TToXiv, ^VTLva u)vofid(rafiev Ovfiiarriptov rreSiov ^' avry fiiya 
viryv Kfireira rrpbg korripav &vax^svriQ, iwi ^oXdevra AifivKdv 
OLKpiarripiov ffvviqXOofiev, &:c. 

K^Kcl^cv S* avax^kvTiQ, ijX^Ofiev M fikyav voTanbv Ai^ov, 
oLTrb TTJg At/3vyc pkovra, irapd d* airbv, 'Sofiddig avBrpatvoi 
Ai^irai. PoaKriixaT* iv€fiov, irap* olg kfisivafiev dxpi rivbgt ^iXoi 
yivonivoi, TovTiov dk ko^ iinpSfev, Ai^ioireg tpKovv d^ivol, 
yrjv vtfiSnevoi SfripMt} ditiXrjfifABvriv opetri fieydXoig, l| Hv ptiv 
fpaffl t6v Ai^ov, mpi Sk rd opij, KaroiKtXv dvSfpwTrovg dXXoiofiSp' 
(f>ovg TptoyXoSvTag' o^g raxvrkpovg 'imnav kv Spofioig £0pa^ov 
oi Ai^trai. — Periplus of HannOf vide Cory*s Antient Fragments, 
p. 204, 

Ailiog is derived possibly from Xlyy^a, strideo, or Xi^ia, or per- 
haps from neither, as all etymologies are doubtful: thus heralds 
are called Xiyv^oyyot, It b the same river as the Araxes, Most 
rivers are named after their qualities. 

Themiscyra. P. 43, L. 24. 

749. OefiiffKvpdv. Colchis. 

See also fragment of Hanno. He flourished six hundred years 
before Christ, or about a hundred years before iEschylus. The 
date of the battle of Salamis was about 480. 



791. Why this 7 How dare— I dare say all — Yet no,.. P. 46, L. 4. 

I propose to read this very perplexed verse, with some distrust, 
however, thus : 

Ti d*ov Tiv* ; ov ydp prirbv ; avSdffOai rSde . . . 

Cur non quaslibet nuptias 1 ov ydp prirbv; (ydp reddens ratio- 
nem praBcedentis) nonne enim dicendum 1 sed revelare hoc . . . 




